Penny For Them 


Author: midnight_moonlight 

Bands: Foo Fighters 

Characters: Dave Grohl, Taylor Hawkins 
Relationships: V/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Sat Sep 09 2017 07:51:10 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Penny For Them 


All he could see was concrete. As far as the eye could see there was nothing but a sea of industrial grey that 
was inter-spaced with the occasional glass structure. Even the skies above the city were a dull gun-metal 


colour. 
"But then the Allies did bomb it into oblivion," he muttered to himself. 


Still, wasn't there a nicer way to regenerate a city? Leaning on the hotel's balcony, Dave looked over Berlin 
Sure, they had more parks than the average city and there were some pretty incredible sights. And some of 
the pre-war architecture had survived. But the grey.. It was depressing and oppressive, much like the vibe 
that hung over the city. Historical guilt? Or something else? It was definitely a strange city and one that he 


found himself drawn to again and again. 


Pushing himself away from the railing, Dave made his way back through the hotel. It was another five star 
place that was decorated in various shades of white. A place for him to rest his head and, hopefully, be 
productive. He had ideas for where he wanted to go next. Ideas for the band and for himself. While a solo 
career seemed like the dying gasps of a desperate musician, Dave found himself wanting to tread those waters 
and see what they were like. Could he create something different to the Foos? Or would it all end up sounding 


the same? 
"Dave!" 


He looked up to find Taylor barrelling towards him, a huge grin written on his face and his hair streaming 
behind him. He had a white towel hooked over one arm and his shorts were riding dangerously low. Low enough 


for a peek of hipbone and a dash of hair to be seen. 
"Taylor. Shorts." 


The blonde man skidded to a halt in front of him and hooked his fingers in to the garments elasticated 
waistband. He gave them an exaggerated tug and settled them back around his waist. 


"The pool here is am-az-ing! It's got these huge windows that overlook the city. You have to come and try it 
out" 


Dave gave him a small smile and shrugged before stuffing his hands in to his pockets. "I'll think about it" 


"Please?" Now they were getting in to dangerous territory as Taylor's expression changed from one of excited 


drummer to hang-dog puppy. 
"Okay. Let me go and get my stuff and I'll come and join you. Meet you up there?" 


The drummer's gleeful expression returned and he hurled himself at Dave, slender arms wrapping his neck and 


chlorine-tasting kisses being pressed to his cheek. 


Taylor was right; the pool was just a little bit special. Not the greatest one that he'd seen, but special 
nonetheless. Perched on the roof of the hotel, the large windows gave a stunning view of the city as the sun 
began to set, the grey clouds becoming lit with flames of red and gold. 


So it was just them, the warm water, and the glowing autumn sunset. As he slowly moved from one end of 
the pool to the other, Dave felt the weight of his earlier musings begin to wash away. Because where else 
would he prefer to be than in a pool with his best friend? 


Swimming to the edge of the pool, Dave rested his arms on the damp tiles and paused to watch the sky-show 
before him. Despite the clouds and the looming concrete structures that surrounded them, it was a beautiful 
sight. Besides, he wouldn't have the chance to see it the following night. By this time, they would be at the 


venue and preparing for another raucous night of rock n’ roll. 


Feeling the water move around him, Dave lifted his head to find Taylor drifting alongside him. The blonde man 


seemed calmer than when they'd met in the hallway, his hazel eyes filled with warmth and love. 


"What do they say? Penny for ‘em?" 


Dave smiled. "Just watching the sunset. It's so beautiful. You know, | was on the roof earlier and looking at the 


city. | realised how grey and clinical it all is. Like something out of a science fiction film." 


"| didn't pay much attention at school," Taylor began. "But if | remember rightly, wasn't this place bombed in to 


the next millennium? So you could be right on the whole science fiction thing." 


Dave's smile widened and he draped an arm around Taylor's shoulder. The smaller man drifted a little closer 
and leaned against him. His lips found Dave's cheek and trailed damp kisses across his skin. Dave felt his 
stomach tighten and the butterflies take flight. Taylor wasn't just his best friend. He was also the man that 


stoked a fire in Dave and kept him on the straight and narrow. 


"Taylor." he murmured. 
"You. Me. Dusk And a pool. What more could you want?" 


Taking Taylor in his arms, Dave pushed the drummer up against the tiled wall. Those hazel eyes danced with 


happiness and Taylor melted against him as Dave leaned in for a kiss. 


As always, he was up before the sun. It was how it had always been and, never wanting to waste a minute, 
Dave had always slipped out of bed to do what needed doing. Whether that was making coffee, taking a shower, 
or just cleaning up from the night before, he was always up before Taylor. 


Dressed in jeans and a warm jacket and with a scarf wrapped around his neck, Dave stepped out of the hotel. 
The sky was just beginning to lighten, the sun trying its best to fight through the perpetual cloak of cloud 
that hung over the city. There was a bite in the air as the first signs of winter began take hold. Not that he 
cared. He loved the chill and, to a degree, he loved the overcast skies. They so rarely saw them in California 
that the change in perspective was a delight. As much as he'd moaned about the steely grey of the city and 
sky, Dave knew that, come morning, his attitude would be completely different. 


He was in search of coffee. He always was at that time in the morning. And, while he could have made it in the 
hotel's luxurious suite, there was also a part of him that wanted to get out and walk. They did so much sitting 
- on planes, buses, hotels, venues, and in interviews - that he often wondered how long it would be before he 
one day stood up and his legs buckled beneath him. And while he'd already had that happen to some degree 
when he'd done the world's most epic stage dive, Dave did wonder how much physical damage he was doing 
with all the travelling. Would his body one day completely fail him? Would he do a Taylor in an interview and 
have a sudden argument with gravity? Would he embarrass himself on stage again? Only time would tell and, 
at that precise moment, Dave didn't want to give up his travelling lifestyle. He was so very blessed and only 


the insistence of medical professionals would stop him. 


Bar the occasional bus and rumble of an underground train, the streets were silent. Dave could feel the past 


drifting on the autumnal breeze, unseen ghosts whispering over the nap of his neck. 


Berlin truly was a city of ghosts and a place with so many ghastly tales to tell. Dave tried to push the 
thoughts to the back of his mind. But the spectral silence forced him to listen and take note. 


"Psst" 
A voice that was so quiet that it was almost lost on the breeze caught his attention Ghost? Or-? 
"Psst. Sie." 


Dave turned to look but the thick shadows refused to give up their secrets. Feeling unnerved, he began to walk 
again only for the voice to softly echo around the nearby buildings. 


"Halt" 

He stopped and softly called, "Sprechen sie Englisch?" 

There was a pause before the heavily accented voice whispered, "Yes." 

Dave continued to look around himself. The buildings towered over him, large brown brick buildings that 
wouldn't have looked out of place in parts of New York He must have wandered in to one of the areas that 
had been salvaged following the war. He'd briefly seen them from the plane, a quick flicker of a bygone era 


that disappeared in the blink of an eye and the flick of a wing. 


From a tiny alleyway, one that he would never have noticed, Dave saw a hand wave at him. Slowly, and with his 


mouth drying, he made his way over. Suddenly his footsteps were loud against the cobbled street. 


As his eyes adjusted to the darkness, Dave found a man pressed closely to the building. His eyes were so wide 
that Dave could see the whites all but glowing in the dim light of morning. 


"What are you doing out here?" the man hissed. "You can't be here." 


Dave frowned and stepped in to the alley. The man felt normal, if a little skittish. He looked like he was more 
likely to run than to mug Dave. 


Keeping his voice low, he replied, "What do you mean?" 
"You cannot be out here, not at this time." 


Confusion swept over him and he moved to demand why he wasn't allowed to walk around a free city as dawn 


was breaking. Maybe the man was mentally ill? Or maybe there was a curfew that he didn't know about? 
‘Is there a curfew?" he finally asked. 
"Curfew?" 


How to explain that to someone whose native language didn't match his? Things that were part of his daily life 
he could explain and he had done for many years. 


"Curfew," he softly replied, "is a time when you have to be in your house otherwise the police will arrest you." 


"Ah!" the man quietly exclaimed. "Like the British have their blackouts. No. No. We don't have a curfew here. 
We just have to be cautious. And that the Orpo won't capture you." 


Dave could feel himself becoming more confused by the moment. He felt as though he had stepped in to an 
alternative dimension, one where only a fraction of what was happening was making sense. And he was pretty 
certain that he wasn't losing his mind. Sure, he put his glasses on his head and forgot where they were. Or 


had to call his cell phone to find it. But that was normal. Everybody had that happen to them. 


Putting his hand in to his back pocket, Dave drew his phone out and looked at it. He'd checked it before he'd 
left the hotel and it had been working fine. It was still working except for two words in the top left hand 
corner. 


No Service. 


"Hmph." He went to put the device back in to his pocket but the man caught his wrist. In a heartbeat, Dave 
had drawn his free hand up, ready to attack. 


"Don't. | am not going to hurt you. | just want to see. What is this?" 

"What do you mean?" Dave asked. He lowered his left hand and turned his right hand so that the phone was 
lying in the palm of his hand. "This? This is a cell phone. You have them here in Germany. | see everyone using 
them." 

"Cell phone?" Dave could hear the confusion in the man's voice. 


“Telephone that doesn't use wires." 


"Ah. Ah. | see. No. No. We don't have them here in Germany. Maybe they will arrive once the fighting has 
stopped." 


At that, Dave's heart plummeted. 


Fighting? Stopped? What do you mean?" 


The man's hand loosened around his wrist before giving a gentle tug. "Maybe it is best if we go somewhere 


safe. Somewhere where the Orpo won't find us." 


Dave had no fight left inside of him. He should have run. Should have refused. But, at that moment, he couldn't 
be bothered. Something was happering, whether in the physical world or somewhere deep inside his mind. He 
would go with the man and whatever happened, happened. If it was his time to die, then so be it. It would be an 
interesting way to go and a tale for his friends to tell in later life. 


Hey, you'll never guess what happened fo our singer? He just disappeared one morning, Just vanished Didn't leave a 
note or anything He was gone for days. Then his body turned up on the U-Bahn tracks in Berlin No one knows how 
he got there because he was in a spot that no one had accessed in decades. 


Dave allowed himself to be lead down the alleyway and to a narrow, hidden door. He looked around himself, 
taking in the sight of soot covered walls and the stench of urine. The door was opened and he was ushered in 


to a darkened passage. 


He tried to keep his wits about him and not allow his over active imagination to run away. There were so many 
possibilities and all of them lead to the conclusion that is decaying body would one day be discovered stashed 
beneath the streets of Berlin 


The passage was claustrophobic and there was a musty smell of damp in the air. Beside them, Dave could hear 
trains rumbling by, the walls appearing to vibrate with the sound. 


"Where are we?" he asked. 


| cannot tell you," the man replied. "It is secret and it must remain that way. But it will be a safe place for 


you until the sun comes up. And then we can return you to the streets." 


We? We?! How many more were there?! Dave felt himself begin to slow, his feet dragging against the dusty 
concrete floor. Once more, his child-like curiosity and inability to say "No" had got him in to trouble. Big 
trouble. The kind of trouble that would find his gruesome death touted in the tabloids. 


They wound their way along the musty hallway, its walls so close that Dave could reach out and touch both of 
them with ease. He allowed his fingers to trail in the grime before he pulled them away and wiped them on his 


Jeans. 
Finally they rounded a corner and Dave could hear something other than trains and the sound of their feet. 
There was another noise, music maybe, and voices mixed in with it. The man opened a door and Dave found 


himself blinking in the sudden burst of light. He took a moment to recompose himself before stepping in. 


Below the grey cobbled streets of Berlin lay another world, one that was bright and filled with noise. He 


wouldn't have expected it but here it was. He looked around himself, taking in the bar that was adorned with 
bottles of every colour, crowded tables, candles popped into red jars, and a permanent cloud of smoke that 
clung to the ceiling. He smiled, his foot beginning to tap in time to the music as his new friend lead him to the 


bar. 
"What are you drinking?" the man asked. 


Dave surveyed the array of bottles, taking in names and labels that he'd never seen before. Beyond that, 
something else caught his attention In any normal place, there would be fridges behind the bar. Yet this place, 
the one beneath the streets, was devoid of any kind of cooling equipment. There were bar pumps but all of 


them were of the old fashioned wooden kind. 
"lll have a beer, please," he replied. 


Dave leaned against the bar while he waited. His eyes, and ears, were instantly drawn to the band in the 
corner. They were a four piece jazz band and, while the genre wasn't his favourite, he wasn't going to complain. 
The bar had a funky, olde-worlde, feeling to it and the events from above ground began to melt away. The 
man had said some strange things and if there truly was a threat to American visitors then Gus should have 
known. Or did know and didn't deem it to be a threat. Or it was just something that the man had said in order 
to get Dave to follow him. Whichever it was, Dave didn't care because he was determined to make the most of 


the situation and just.. enjoy it. 


A glass of dark ale was handed to him and Dave gave it a suspicious look before smiling at the man. He was 
used to the sparkling amber liquid that was served back in the States, not the hoppy, heavy drinks that were 
favoured in other places. He was going to protest but thought better of it. Hospitality was never to be turned 
down 


Taking a sip, he let his eyes once more roam over the room and Dave found his attention drawn to a folded 
newspaper on the corner of the wooden bar. Stepping closer, he read the headline, before reading the date, and 


once more reading the headline. 


Calais in deuticher hand 
27 Mai 1940 


With his heart in his throat, Dave tentatively asked, "What kind of place is this? Are you guys like some kind 
of role players? You know, you dress up in the clothes of the period, drink the drinks, and all of that?" 


The man looked confused and pushed his free hand in to the pocket of his heavy brown trousers. "I do not 


understand." 


"l'm looking around and l'm seeing guys in suits and trilby hats and ladies in evening gowns and gloves. There's a 
jazz band playing music that hasn't been heard since the war, and all the drinks that you serve are from the 


same era. Heck, you even have a newspaper which declares that war has broken out" 


The man's eyes were steely and his jaw appeared to tighten. "That is because war has broken out. It is why | 


brought you down here as it is not safe for you to be above ground during darkness." 


Suddenly his beer didn't seem as appetising as it had done a moment before. Placing it on the bar, he meekly 
said, "| don't understand" 


The man looked at him, his expression softening a litle. 


"This is a safe house," he explained. "Those who are in danger of being caught and transported to the camps 
can stay down here. We have built many rooms for them; bedrooms, kitchens, and the like. All of them right 
beside the U-Bahn. And nobody is any the wiser. We will wait here until the war is over and then we will come 


back above ground. It is only by chance that | came out and saw you." 

"What were you doing up there?" Dave asked. 

| was picking up a consignment of tobacco. It will still be there tomorrow morning and we have enough to last 
us." The man took a step away from the bar. "Come. Sit with me. Tell me more about you. You are American 


and | want to know what life is like across the seas." 


Dave wasn't sure if he wanted to talk. What did they have to talk about? Either the guy was some kind of 


historical roleplayer or he and his friends were full on crazy. Or.. 


A chill ran over Dave's skin as he sat at one of the small candlelit tables. Goosebumps slid up his arms and he 


wriggled a shiver down his spine. 


The man smiled at him. "See, you are more comfortable already. | do not know your name. I'm Hanz Weber. 


Pleased to meet you.” 
Dave shook the offered hand and gave him a weak smile. "Dave Grohl." 


"You have a German surname!" Hanz's face lit up before he settled a little. "So tell me about America, Dave. Is 


it as great as everyone says that it is?" 


It might be back in the ‘40's but you guys would hate it now. Full of rampant consumerism and with a president 
who could give your current chancellor a run for his money. Its almost as though our current president took notes 


trom the guy who pitched your country against the rest of the world. 
"Yeah," he replied. "Yeah, | suppose it is." Dave laughed and forced himself to relax. "At least | hope it is. Its got 
the wide roads and the big cars. There's also the gas stations every few miles and places that you can drive 


up to and get burgers." He paused and smiled softly. "It really is a great place to live." 


They fell in to an easy conversation, a place where the words came naturally and where the language barrier 


fell away. Hanz told him about Germany under the rule of a dictator and Dave tried to fill the other man with 
hope that all would turn out well. At some point during their morning meeting, another man stopped by their 
table and snapped their photograph with a quick order of "Lacheln!". 


Eventually Hanz turned to him with a gentle smile. "The sun will be up now. It will be safe for you to return to 


whatever you were doing.’ 


Dave felt a shot of sadness pierce his heart. Even though he had no clue where he was nor what had 
happened, he had found himself enjoying the new found company. 


"Thank you for your hospitality,” he replied. Reaching in to his pocket, he pulled out his wallet and took out a 


pair of crisp hundred dollar notes. He held them out to Hanz. "Just a small thank you for saving my life." 

The other man looked at Dave and then at the money before looking back to Dave. "| can't take that.” 

"You can," he insisted. "| want all of you to have a good time. On me." 

Hanz slowly took the bills from him and inspected them before folding them up. He gave Dave a short nod and 
pushed the money in to his pocket. "I shall take you back above ground and, one day, | hope that we meet again 
Until then, | hope that you stay safe during your time in my country.” 

Dave could feel the emotion welling up inside of him. Tears prickled his eyes and he felt his chest tighten. He 


couldn't imagine what it must be like to live within a repressive regime and to spend every day in fear of his 


life. 


The two men walked back along the darkened tunnel. The sound of trains had become more regular and, from 


beyond the walls, he could hear people calling to one another in German. 
"Where are we?" he cautiously asked. "| mean, which station are we close to?" 


"Potsdamer Platz," Hanz replied. "Although | suspect that it will not be here for much longer. Not if the Allies 


have their way." 


Hanz opened the door that they'd walked through several hours before. Sunlight flooded in and Dave blinked 


several times as his eyes adjusted. The air felt thick and heavy with the promise of rain. 


Stepping in to the doorway, Dave turned and looked at Hanz. The man's blonde hair flopped in to his face and 
his blue eyes appeared to hold a hint of sorrow. 


"| am sad to see you go, Dave. It has been a most enjoyable morning.” 


"Likewise." Dave reached out and shook Hanz's hand once more. "I wish you all the best for the future. | hope 


that the war passes quickly and that all of you make it to the other side." 


Hanz nodded. "Goodbye, Dave. Enjoy the rest of your day.” 
"You, too." 


Dave took a deep breath and, with a heavy heart, he turned and began to walk back along the cobbled street. 
After a few moments, he felt the urge to turn around and look back along the way that he'd come only to find 
that the brownstone building that housed the alleyway appeared to have.. vanished. 


With a small shrug, Dave continued back to the hotel. He had no clue what had just happened. Only a few hours 
before, he was convinced that he was going to die. Now he was glad that he'd made the early morning break 
from the hotel. But he still wasn't sure whether he'd come across a group of eccentric roleplayers or 


something else.. 


Dave ordered a coffee before sitting beneath the awnings that ringed the hotel. The grey clouds from the day 
before had grown heavier and, after a few moments more, they finally broke. Rain pattered on the waxed 


material above his head and he hunkered down in to his jacket. 

Service had been restored to his phone and a quick glance at the clock told him that he'd been gone for just 
over an hour, a far shorter space of time than he'd originally anticipated. He pondered his morning as he 
watched the rain and sipped at his coffee. He couldn't feel the effects of the alcohol that he'd drunk and 


already his memories of the bar beside the tracks were waning. Dave was so deep in his mind that he didn't 


see, or feel, someone sitting beside him. 

"Penny for ‘em," Taylor murmured. 

Straightening up, Dave tried to calm his racing heart as he looked to the blonde man. Taylor looked as though 
he had only just woken up. While his hair was mostly brushed, he'd obviously pulled a hoodie over yesterday's 
shorts. His feet were pushed in to flip flops and he carried a mug of coffee from their room. 

"| went for a morning walk and got thinking," Dave said. 

"About what?" 

Dave lit a cigarette and inhaled before replying, "Where we are." 

"What do you mean?" Ever the feline-like human, Taylor curled himself in to the wicker chair. 

"We're in a city that, at some point in history, was involved in the systematic killing of millions of people. You 


take a look at our current political climate and you can see the possibility for it happening again. As George 


Santayana once said, ‘Those who cannot remember the past are condemned to repeat it:" He gave Taylor a sad 


smile. "You'd have been fine here. Blonde hair, athletic body. Me? With my dark hair, suspiciously-German- 
surname-that-might-not-be-quite German, and slightly dodgy heritage.. | wouldn't have lived very long." 


Taylor frowned at him. "Seriously, Dave? What's brought this on?" 


Turning his attention back to the rain, Dave slid deeper in to his chair. "Just someone | met." 


Their show that evening was tinged with Dave's poignant thoughts from earlier in the day. Neither he nor 
Taylor had shared their conversation with anyone else but Dave's determination to celebrate life and all that it 
brought was evident. Whether he'd imagined his morning encounter or not, his eyes had been opened to the 


historical moments that were on the verge of repeating themselves. 


He screamed and ran and sang, overjoyed that the crowd happily reciprocated. He sang; they sang. He danced, 
they danced. Taylor yelled at him; the crowd laughed. It was a happy and joyous evening that Dave didn't want 
to end. 


Their usual routine when leaving the stage was to grab a shower and maybe grab a drink together before all 
piling in to a van and heading back to the hotel or on to their next destination That evening, for some bizarre 


reason, Dave decided to take in the crisp evening air. 


Telling his bandmates as much, he grabbed a hoodie and made for the back of the arena. In a flood-lit, fenced 
off area, he was safe to sit and smoke and breathe in the night. Behind him, he could hear concert goers 
leaving, their voices still riding high with the excitement of the night as they continued to sing and shout and 


laugh. It was a sound that warmed his heart and made him realise that he was one of the luckiest men alive. 
"Mr Grohl." 


The voice that whispered through the fence caused the hairs on the back of his neck to rise. He stayed still 


hoping that the accented voice was a figment of his imagination. 

"Mr Grohl," it called again. 

Taking a deep breath, Dave stood and turned to face the direction in which the voice had come from. Standing 
on the other side of the fence, and almost hidden by the shadows, was a young man. He looked to be in his 
thirties and, like every one of them, he was dishevelled, his hair and clothes matted with sweat. 


Dave slowly walked over until he was leaning against the fence. "Hi." 


The young man smiled at him before pushing his fingers through the fence's small gaps. "My name is Lukas 


Weber." 


Dave shivered at the name. He knew it. From somewhere. Taking the man's fingers, he gently shook them. "Hey 


Lukas. Pleasure to meet you." 

"You knew my grandfather," the young man continued. 

He felt his eyes widen and he took a step back to look at the young man. Sure enough, he bore the blonde hair 
and sparkling blue eyes of someone Dave had once met. Images began to pick at his brain and reminders of a 
musty corridor and rattling trains slowly returned. 

"Hanz?" Dave murmured. "Hanz Weber?" 

Lukas nodded and grinned. "He saw one of your CD's and asked to listen to it. When | played it to him, he said, "I 
know that voice! | met him one day in 1940." | told him that he couldn't have met you as you wouldn't have 
been born yet. But, when he looked at your photograph in the liner notes, he was insistent that he had known 
you. | thought that it was all the ramblings of an old, war-battered, man until he showed me this." 


The young man reached in to his pocket and pulled something out. Dave took the object when it was pushed 
through the fence and felt the colour drain from his face as he looked at it. 


The paper was a perfectly preserved photograph of two men sitting at a table. Both of them were smiling and 
had full glasses of beer before them. Despite the image being in black and white, Dave could tell that one of 
the men had short, light hair while the others was dark and hung around their shoulders in soft waves. Dave 


could have sworn that it was one of his ancestors if it hadn't been for one thing. 


A few moments before the photograph had been taken, the dark-haired man had slipped the jacket from his 


shoulders. His bare arms were decorated with an abundance of tattoos, all of which matched Dave's. 


"| remember," he murmured, his eyes never leaving the photograph. "I met him in the street. He told me that 


the local police would arrest me as the Americans aren't popular." 
"You are not.. to a degree," Lukas said with a grin. "Well, you are. Your president.. not so much." 
Dave looked at him. "Can you explain this?" 


The blonde haired man shook his head. "If | could, | wouldn't be here. | wish | knew what had happened as much 


as you do." 


Dave turned the photograph over and held it up to the harsh, white floodlight. A few words had been written 
in an old style script. He had to squint to read the fading letters. 


H Weber € D Grohl 28 Mai 1740 


Dave pushed the photograph back through the fence. "Where's your grandfather now?" 


"He passed away last year. He would be tickled to know that I've finally got to talk to you." 


Dave felt his heart ache. He had promised to find his German friend again but.. Everything had been strange 
and he couldn't explain what had happened. 


"Where's he buried?" Dave asked. 
Lukas's smile was warm. "Do you have time tomorrow?" 


"| do. Even if | don't, I'll make time." 


"You know, | could have got us a car," Dave joked as he crammed himself in to the passenger seat of Lukas's 


tiny Smart car. 
The young man grinned at him. "Nothing like travelling incognito, huh?" 
It was Dave's turn to smile. "That's very true." 


At his feet was a bag stashed with three bottles of ale. He'd done his best to track down the drink that he'd 
had in the subterranean bar but to no avail. A quick search of the internet had thrown up that the ale had 
ceased being brewed shortly after the war. Instead, they'd have to make do with whatever he could lay his 


hands on. 

He sat and watched the city slide by as they wound their way along the rebuilt streets. Less than a century 
before, the buildings had been reduced to rubble by night after night of bombing. The entire country, along 
with everywhere else that had been decimated, had been rebuilt at an incredible rate. Dave made a mental 


note to go and take a tour of London when they were next there. 


The cemetery was tucked away beside a small suburban church. The two men walked in relative silence, the 


bottles clinking in the bag that Dave carried. Finally, Lukas stopped him before a fairly ordinary tombstone. 


Hanz Weber 
61920 - 2342017 


"Wow," Dave murmured. "Just three years off from his hundredth birthday." 
"Indeed. He lived a full and happy life." 


"lm glad that he made it through the war. Did his friends make it, too?" 


"All of the people that they sheltered made it through the war," Lukas replied. 


Placing the bag on the floor, Dave extracted the three bottles. He held one out to Lukas before resting one 
against the tombstone. Finally, he opened his own and held it out to the younger man, 


"To Hanz. A man whose bravery was far greater than mine." 
Lukas smiled and tapped his bottle against Dave's. "He'd appreciate this. Cheers." 


As they drank, Lukas filled him on the missing seventy-seven years of Hanz's life. Once the war was over, he'd 
dedicated his life to entertainment, opening several music halls in Berlin before going on to manage some of the 
first bands that passed through after the war. Once the wall went up, he had been determined to keep those 

in the East entertained and had built a venue beside it. Windows overlooking the stark, grey structure had been 
opened every evening so that East Berliners had something to listen to. In his later years, he had run a record 


shop and had watched the rise of different genres with delightful glee. 


"The money that you gave him helped so very much," Lukas said. "It kept all of the safe houses stocked with 


food for several weeks. He was forever indebted to you and | know that he wanted to thank you." 


"Me?!" Shock chilled him and he stared at Lukas with surprise. "Why me? He's the one who saved people's lives 
and made sure they had somewhere to go when no one else cared. He's the one who knew that, if they were 


discovered, he would die. 'm nothing compared to the man that your grandfather was." 


"Ah, but you believed in him and what he was doing. Even if it was only the tiniest piece of belief, it was 
enough to keep them all going." Lukas paused before he took something from the back pocket of his jeans. "l 
had this made for you this morning." 


Dave was handed a small, cardboard backed envelope. He opened it and slid out a piece of photographic paper. A 
smile lit his face as he stared at the photograph that had been taken so many years before. 


"Thank you," he murmured. "Thank you so much" Dave paused and looked at the photograph of Hanz and 
himself. "I'm going to have to framed and put it somewhere that | can see it every day. Sometimes | need a 
reminder to be humble. The rest of the time | just want to remember that, in our time of adversity, there 


will always be someone who's smiling and laughing their way through it." 


"He wanted to thank you for what you did," Lukas said. "The way you plan to honour him would be thanks 


enough." 


Lukas drove him back to the hotel and Dave sat silently as they pulled up outside. Finally, he said, "Your 


grandfather's record store? ls it still in business?" 


"It is. My sister runs it now. Before her, my father ran it. It's called Vinyl Nirvana." 


Dave smiled and reached out to wrap an arm around Lukas's shoulder. "Thank you. And keep in touch, okay? 


You have my number." 


Lukas grinned at him. "You, too. Let me know when you're next passing through the city. I'll give you a proper 


tour." 
"I'd like that." Dave paused before his smile widened. "Yeah, I'd like that a lot" 


Getting out of the car, he began to walk towards the hotel before stopping at the doors. He turned and looked 
back along the very straight, very long road that they'd just drive along. 


There was no sign of Lukas's little red Smart car. 


